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Chapter One 


He's standing there, always just to your left, always with that same smile. That smile never leaves his face. You 
know he's staring at you, he always is, but when you try to call him on if, he be looking away. When you turn, you 
know he'll go back to staring So you play your best and pretend that he's not there again 


But 

He's in the pit, but not moving The slam dancers and the drunkards and the junkies, part around him, not a hair 
disturbed, not a flutter of his clothes. The over-zealous college boy with the belt misses him by a mile, even 
though he was right behind 


You lose track of the song because of him, not that it matters, but shill. You squint, trying to see him better in 
the bad lighting, trying to memorize hm lke you've been unable to do every time and then he's there. 


Smile widening to show the teeth and the dark eyes to see your deepest secrets 


The lights were down, the power off, but the roar of the crowd still echoed from the stage. The fans didn't 
believe that two encores were enough. Slash stumbled down the backstage steps, the walking dead as the drugs 


slowly receded. He leaned on Izzy, grasping at the lapels of a leather jacket. 


A roadie leaned over from the railing above them. "Great job, man," he yelled with a thumbs-up. "They're still 


not leaving!" 


"Whoo! YEAH!" Steven screamed behind them, jumping two steps. He landed with a crash, the metal stairs 


shuddering, groaning, screeching. 


In front of Slash, Axl jerked to the side, grabbing the metal railing to avoid falling to the floor below. He glared 


at Steven over his shoulder. "Knock it off, motherfucker." 

"Is Axl-waxl in a bitchy mood?" 

Axl snarled and Izzy swiveled his gaze between him and Steven. Slash focused on the rolling steps beneath him. 
They didn't seem to want to stay still like steps were supposed to do.. After a few seconds of a stare-off, Axl 
huffed, flipped his hair over his shoulder, and started back down the stairs. 

"DUDE!" Duff yelled, running down the stairs two at a time. "I've never seen so many people in my /fel" 


Neither had Slash. He could still feel his stomach tying in knots. He remembered people, a sheer wall of people. 


"Wasn't it awesome?" Steven asked, jumping again. Slash clung to Izzy again, Izzy's arms wrapped around his 


shoulders being the only thing keeping him up. 

"| said KNOCK IT THE FUCK OFF, MOTHERFUCKER!" 

"Stevie." Slash murmured. 

Duff gripped Steven's shoulder. "Maybe you should wait until we're all on the ground?" 
"Huh?" Perfectly innocent blue eyes. 

Izzy tightened his grip around Slash. "The stairs aren't exactly steady, dipshit!" he snapped. 


Axl skipped the remaining steps, hitting the cement floor in a crouch. He brushed off his hands and puffed a 
few red strands out of his eyes. "Don't expect him to actually understand that, lz. You know how he is." 


"What's that supposed to mean, Axl?" Steven demanded. 


"Just exactly what | said, fuckhead. Don't you ever listen?" 


"You know what? Fuck-" 
Duff wrapped Steven into a hug. "Lots of people, you know? There were lots of people out there!" 


Steven stared up at Duff, train of thought derailed behind his blue eyes. He smiled. "Yeah, there were! Dude! 
Chanting and everything" 


Slash stepped off onto the relatively stable floor. A misstep and he was clinging even harder to Izzy. Izzy 
patted his shoulder, the calluses of his fingers catching in Slash's curls. Axl frowned at the two of them 
before disappearing around a darkened corner. 

Rough hands dragged over Slash's back as Duff ran in front of them, his grin from ear to ear. "That was 
awesome, yeah? Wasn't that so cool?" Duff shoved his face into Izzy's who flinched backwards, nodding quickly. 
Happy, Duff turned to Slash, nuzzling into Slash's hair as he snaked his arms around Slash's waist. "It was so 
good. Made my dick get so hard." He pulled back to look at Slash, his nose wrinkling. "You smell." 

Slash sighed, his eyes closing, and relaxed into Duff's grip. "Yeah," he agreed with a smile. "I probably reek" 
"You smell like the Strip." Duff buried his nose back in Slash's hair. "Definitely the Strip." 


"Mmm" Slash slid his arms under Duff's, changing his human walking stick from Izzy to Duff. He glanced over 
at Izzy who blinked, half-smiled, and walked away. 


"He was out there again," Duff whispered. 
"Mmm?" Slash frowned and tried to focus. 
Steven cuffed them both on the shoulder as he ran past. " YEAH! 


Rocking from side to side, Duff waddled them after the rest of the band. Slash buried his face in Duff's bare 


chest, trusting him not to run them into a wall 
"You tired, baby?" 

"Mann" 

"That was a lot of people." 

"Too many people.." 


Duff laughed and steered them around the same corner Axl had disappeared around. "It was great, though, you 
know? Really good" 


"Hurry it up, you two!" Doug Goldstein chided as he strode past. The police are only holding the fans back so 
long and then the limo's leaving without youl” 


"Yes, mommy," Slash muttered and Duff giggled 

Alan Niven followed close on Goldstein's heels. "Don't sass the tour manager.” 
Duff rubbed his cheek on Slash's head. "I don't think they'd leave without us. 
"They've got Axl in the car already." 


"And we're the easy ones to deal with. Gotcha" They reached the backstage door that would lead them out 
into the alley. 


"Not like it was on the Strip," Slash mumbled. 


"We could just walk home from there. Something to miss, you know? But, hey, this is great, too! All those 
people." 


"All the fucking money," Axl interrupted, poking his head back through the door. "You shitheads coming or not?" 
In the limo, Slash found, much to his dismay, that there was a lot of fucking things for Steven to drum on. 
And he'd brought his sticks. Izzy was firmly in ignore mode, staring out the tinted windows but Axl was 
starting to twitch. Slash laid his head back against the seat, staring up at the ceiling, willing the time away as 
Duff snuggled against him. 

"Steven," Axl said, sweetly enough. 

Still drumming, Steven grinned at him. "Yeah?" 

"Could you stop that?" 


"Stop what?" 


“THAT, MOTHERFUCKER!" Axl lunged at Steven, banging the drummer's head against the window as he landed on 
top. 


Izzy flattened himself against the far-side. "What the fuck, Axl?" 


Axl drew back his fist, shoving Steven against the door. "| ask you to stop, but you don't stop, you just keep 
right on going, don't you, you bitch? Well, fuck you, you fucking motherfucker!" 


Duff caught Axl's fist. "What are you doing?" 


And then Axl doubled over as Steven kneed him in the balls. 


Duff winced. "Oooh..0w." 


The hotel bed had a rice, soft give to it as Slash flopped on top. He rolled onto his side, considered wiggling up 
to the pillows but decided they seemed too far away. Slash closed his eyes and curled into a ball. 


Duff shut the door behind him. "Axis not happy." 


"Axl's never going to be fucking happy." Slash peered at Duff and sighed at Duff's hurt look. "Steven kicked him 
in the nuts, okay? Its going to be a few days and | think he has a right to hold a grudge right now." 


Duff nodded. "That guy was back" 

“Guy?” 

"Yeoh" 

"How do you know?" 

"I just do, you know?" 

"Duff, there were thousands of people! How do you know its the same fucking guy?" 


"Shivers, man. The shivers" Slash raised an eyebrow. "He's stealing my soul, dude. Everytime he looks at me. 


lts..uh, you know? He's on the astral plane." 

"Okay" Slash wallowed his way up to the pillows, wrapping himself around one. 
"Seriously, man. You should see his eyes. They're this-" 

"Duff, you can't-" 

Duff pouted. "You'd be freaked out if you saw him" 

"I believe you, Duff. | really, really do.." Slash trailed off, his eyes closing again. 
"You're seriously not going to sleep right now, are you?" 


Slash frowned. "What?" 


"Sleep. You can't sleep right now, you know?" 
Slash stared at Duff. "Why not?" 
Duff wrinkled his nose. “Cause you smell, dude” 
"You said | smelled like the Strip." 


"Yeah. You do." Duff grabbed Slash's arms, hauling him up. "But | so don't want to sleep with the Strip, you 


know?" 


Slash moaned and let Duff pull him off the bed to the shower. 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
Yes, this toggles between second and third person. Deal. 


He's sleeping beside you. Right there, his hand moving up your thigh He smiles so wicked and you see the fangs 


You'd scream but he's stolen your voice. Got to leave before he steals your mind. 


Eyes the color of dried blood narrow and he strokes your face so softly. You push at him but he laughs, flicking 
dark hair out of his eyes 


Then the world slams to a stop and you're flying Glass rps at your arm, tears at your face. You can hear the 
screams around you, with one voice rising above, "MOTHERFUCK!" You land hard, gravel embedding into your skin as 
you roll 

He's rolling with you, his face bloody, but you know its not his blood You scream your silent terror, toss your head 


back and shove. Just like that, he's gone, nothing but his laugh echoing around you. You pant, choke on the air, and 
try again Then it all fades to black 


"Hey, Slash. Slash, man" Mmm. "Slash!" And the bed started to shake. 


"Nnnarg!" Slash screamed, rolling off onto the floor. The sheets coiled around his legs, twining up around his 


waist. He struggled, fighting them, and slammed his head into the nightstand. "FUCK!" 
Duff peered out from the hotel bathroom. "Dude," he laughed around his toothbrush, "you okay?" 


"Fucking perfect." Slash muttered, rubbing at his head. Slinky dark hair loomed over him and bright, curious 
eyes stared down, "EEE!" Slash scrambled under the bed. 


"Slash?" the hair asked. "Hey, man, you okay?" 
Duff giggled and spit out his toothpaste. "Just, Sin, dude. | let him in" 
Slash glared out from the relative safeness of underneath the bed. "Could fucking warn me, man..." 


"That's hardly fun," Sin replied and bounced on the bed. He curled around a pillow and laughed. "You should have 


seen your face." 


"What the fuck ever, man" Slash crawled out and rubbed at his eyes. "What fucking time is it-no, no, don't 
answer. | don't even want to fucking know.." He pushed his hair out of his eyes and glanced at the street 
urchin on his bed. "Whatcha got, dude?" 


Sin smiled, flicking black hair out of his eyes. "How much do you got on you?" 


‘Mmm.." The belt jingled as Slash slid his jeans off their chair, feeling around in the pockets. "Where's my 
fucking wallet?" 


"I got it," Duff yelled, bouncing into the room. He fell onto the bed beside Sin, giving the other man a quick hug 
before inspecting his stolen wallet. 


"Oooh," Sin purred, his eyes lighting up. “All major credit cards accepted." 


Slash flopped his arms into Duff's lap, his knees still on the floor, and stole back the credit card. "I don't 
fucking think so." 


Duff pulled out a handful of bills. "How much will this buy?" 


"That?" Sin looked skeptical. "That might get you.." He reached into his ripped jeans, fishing around. "Maybe..." 


And he grinned, pulling out a small baggie. "Some more of this.” 

Slash grabbed for the bag and Sin let him have it. "This the same stuff you gave us last time?" 

"Mmm mmm. That's a better grade." 

Duff pushed the bills into Sir's hand. "All of it then, right Slash?" 

Slash grinned at the bag. “Oh yeah." 

"Sold" Sin jumped off the bed and headed for the door. "Oh." He turned, the long dark hair swirling with him. 
"Remember, better grade, man" Slash and Duff nodded absently. Sin frowned. "I mean, don't take so much of it 
okay? That stuff will fuck you up good." 

"We're good, dude,” Duff grinned. 

"Okay." The door clicked behind him. 

Slash shook the bag, watching white powder inside. "How much better, do you think?" 


Duff shrugged. "Don't know until you try, right dude?" 


The door slammed opened and the redhead of fury stalked inside. "Can't fucking believe you junkies, having your 


fucking drug dealers coming here!" 
"Fuck you, man," Slash sneered, flipping Axl off. 
Steven trailed behind Axl, rubbing at his eyes. "Whats up, man?" 


Axl turned his glare on Steven. "All of you fucking junkies. You're fucking pathetic. All of you. Dancing with Mr. 


Fucking Brownstone." 


"But this isn't Mr. Brownstone," Duff protested. 


"| don't fucking care, Duff. It's all the fucking same." Axl twirled towards the door. "Everyone better be on the 
fucking bus by noon or you're out of the fucking band!" 


"Bitch," Steven muttered at the door as it slammed. 


"What the fuck ever." Slash ripped at the bag. "You want some Stevie?" 


Steven's easy grin slid into place. "Sure, man 


Slash stumped onto the tour bus, collapsing on the nearest couch. "Fuck man." He threw an arm over his eyes. 
"Somebody close the shades?" Duff stretch, yawned, and fell onto the couch beside Slash, draping himself over 


his band mate. 


The light mercifully dimmed the minute Axl climbed on board, if not the noise, as he twisted the blinds shut. 
"Fucking pathetic." He ripped off his sunglasses, throwing them on a table. "Get the fuck over your addictions, 
you-" Izzy crawled underneath the table Axl's glasses had landed on as he tried to escape the pain. "I'm talking 
about you too, IZ! YOU HEAR ME?" Izzy whimpered and slunk behind a chair. 


Steven stumbled on board the bus, the last one, flopping into a chair and scratching his stomach. "Dude. We 


leaving?" 
"Soon as the bus driver decides to get here," Axl snarled. 


"DUDE!" Duff's head whipped around. He jumped to his knees on top of Slash, ignoring the howls of pain. "Who is 
that?" He pried open the blinds with two hands, staring outside. 


"Fuck, Duff! Announce to the whole fucking world who you arel" Axl piled on top of Slash as well, knocking 
Duff's hands away. The blinds snapped shut. "You got to be subtle about it." With two fingers, he carefully 


opened a peek hole and looked out. 


Slash pried his way out from beneath Axl and Duff, slowly climbing up beside them. A kid stood outside, staring 
intently at the bus as he fingered the waistband of his jeans. "Just a fan, man" The blinds snicked shut. "Jesus, 
Duff, you're getting jumpy.” 

"Fuck you, dude. He was creepy, you know?" 

"Fans are creepy,’ Axl muttered, and flipped around to sit on the couch. 


"HEY, guys!" A voice boomed. "You all ready to ROCK N' ROLL?" 


Axl glared at the roadie as he slide into the bus's driver seat. "Don't ever say that again" He leaned against 


Slash. "Seriously, man. You use it again, | kill you. We clear?" 
The driver blinked. And grinned. "Sure man" 


Izzy slunk out from behind his chair, moving out to sit in it, rubbing at his eyes. "Fuck." 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
Re-post as of 10-4 (database slipstream) 


"Dude." Duff whined, his head following the latest sign on the highway. 

Axl didn't even open his eyes, comfortable against Slash. "Don't even start." 

"But that one-" 

"Duff" 

"shad an ‘X'! Do you know how hard it is to find an ‘X'?!" 

"Oh my fucking God." Axl rolled his head to the side on Slash's shoulder. "Just fucking kill me..." 
Slash snorted a laugh. "I think you're out of luck, Duff, dude." 


"The only one that will play those fucking games," Axl started, "is currently under the fucking table." He pointed 


at the aforementioned table, or rather, at the blond drummer curled underneath it. 
"But-" 


"Hey, dudes!" a voice interrupted and four heads swung towards the front of the bus. "I'm going to take the 


next exit. We need gas." 

"Jesus," Axl swore. "Its always something. Izzy, gimme a cigarette." 

Izzy snorted and held up his crumpled wrapper. "All out, man" 

"What." 

Duff wrapped Axl into a hug, pulling the redhead into his lap. "Good thing we're stopping then, you know?" 
Slash shoved his last pack into his pocket. "Yeah. Real good thing." 


As the bus pulled to the side, de-accelerating on the off-ramp, Steven rolled out from under his table. 
"Whasit, dude?" He crawled on to his knees and patted his jeans. "Aw, fuck it, dude.. Anyone seen my smokes?" 


Izzy jerked open the window, throwing out his make-shift ball. "Nope." 

"Bummer, man" Steven rolled back under the table. 

"Hey, Stevie," Slash called. "We're stopping soon" 

His answer was muffled, Steven's face against the floor. "Cool" 

"You want anything?" 

Steven crawled back out, sliding his way over to Slash's couch. "You got any-" 

"Get back under the fucking table, you junkiel” Axl snapped. "We're all out of the fucking drugs” 


Steven hung his head, staring at the floor, "okay, man," and Slash checked the baggie in his other pocket-more 
precious than the cigarettes. 


The brakes hissed as the bus jerked to a stop, the driver jumping out. "Just gonna be a minute, guys." 
Axl slithered to his feet, slipping from Duff's grasp. "I'll be inside." 
"Ill go too!" Duff jumped to his feet and grabbed Axl's hand. "Lets go together, Axl" 


Axl stared up at Duff's face, a grin fighting the corners of his mouth. "Okay. But if | go to the bathroom, you 
gotta let go of my hand, deal?" 


Duff giggled and dragged Axl off the bus, nearly tripping on the last step. Slash watched them go and fumbled 
for his hat. "You going too, Iz? 


"Guess | gotta, mon." Izzy replied, sliding out of his chair. 

Slash bent down to look under the table. "You going, Stevie?" 

"Nagohead." 

"You all right?" Steven curled himself into a tight ball. "Maybe you should go to bed?" 

"He's fine," Izzy said, tossing his hair out of his eyes. "We gotta go before Axl makes a mess or something.” 
Slash nodded and stood up. "Yeah..." He grinned. "Like the last time." 


"Yep." Izzy opened the door, holding it a split-second for Slash to grab. Slash strode out of the bus after Izzy, 
remembering the last gas station the bus had visited, or rather, remembering how the bus had left it. He 


passed the dents the baseball bat had left and smiled. "We'll be better this time, right?" 

Izzy shrugged. Poor Izzy hadn't even realized last time until it was almost too late. The bus had almost been 
his head. Slash laughed and threw an arm over Izzy's shoulder, rocking him slightly. Izzy smiled his shy grin 
and stared straight ahead. 

Duff met them at the door, standing in the middle of the entranceway as the bells chimed overhead. "Did you 
see him?" 

Slash's grin died. "See who?" 

"HM!" Duff hissed, grabbing Slash's arm and spinning him around. 

Slash stared back out the way he'd just came. "Duff, | don't see-" Duff grabbed Slash's head, jerking it to the 
right, and straight at a familiar face. "Your fan" Izzy stared over Slash's shoulder, watching with him as the 


kid stalked around the tour bus, analyzing every bump and dent. "What is he doing?" 


"Being a fucking fan," Axl stated behind Slash. "They're all fucking nuts." He shook a bag of pretzels, settling 


them. "We should get some roadies on his ass." 
"But he's not doing anything," Slash protested. 


"Except being fucking creepy." Axl popped a pretzel into his mouth. "And creepy people should have the shit 
kicked out of them." 


"He's just looking at the bus!” 

‘He followed us" 

"That's what fans DO!" 

Duff grabbed Slash's arm. "He creeps me out, Slash. 
Slash threw his hands in the air. "Whatever, man~" 
"Look!" Izzy said, snapping his fingers towards the kid 


"Hey..." Axl drawled. "Ask and ye shall receive." The bus driver was already approaching the kid, yelling at him to 
get away from the bus. The kid scowled but skittered away, running off towards a red Porsche. 


Izzy raised his eyebrows. "Nice car." 


"Of course the stalker's got a nice car," Axl muttered as he strode out of the convenience store. "Lets go." 


The rest of the band skulked after him, only Izzy hanging back to give the car one last longing look-until Axl 


grabbed a handful of Izzy's hair, dragging the guitarist towards the bus. 
Axl slammed the bus's door behind him. "Let's go 
"Gotcha, man!" the driver chirped, swinging up into his seat and Axl growled. 


Duff flattened himself again the window, staring as the bus pulled out of the gas station. Slash poked him in 
the ribs but Duff kept staring straight ahead. "He's watching us." 


Slash laid his head on Duff's shoulder. "Duff?" 

ee 

" Everyone watches us 

Axl rolled his eyes. "Thus why you never take off that hat damn hat 

"Hey, man," Slash protest. "You said the hat's a good image" 

"Yeah, whatever-the-fuck" 

The bus hit the on-ramp, picking up speed and Duff stood, grabbing Slash's hand. "Come on," he said, pulling. 
Slash frowned but went with the motion, standing beside Duff. "What, dude?" 

Duff rolled his eyes, bounced and jerked his head towards the back ‘Im tired, you know?" 
Axl snorted. "Yeah, I'll bet you're tired. You fucking homo. 

"Fuck off, Axl," Slash said, waving off the redhead 


"Whatever, man," Axl retorted and slid into Slash's seat. "You're not getting your spot back. And l'm playing 
with your guitar when you leave." 


Duff pulled more insistently, throwing his back into it and Slash didn't resist, only pausing long enough to grab 
his Gibson baby on the way. Slash stored the guitar in the back bedroom's small closet, while Duff closed the 


door, the lock snicking into place. 


In three steps, Duff was to the bed, bouncing on the covers and giggling. Slash grinned and joined him, pulling 
Duff into a hug. Duff allowed him one snuggle before Slash felt a hand at his jean pocket. "What the--?" 


Duff dangled his stolen prize in front of Slash, a sly smile on his face. "I knew you had some more." 


"Ah, fuck, Duff..." 


"You can't, you know, hold out on me, Slash, man. | know, you know? Just know. I'm like a bloodhound or 


something... 


Slash sighed and pushed himself upwards. "I'll get the stuff." 


The hand is back, scraping its way up your stomach You can feel the claws grate against your skin and you think 
they're trying fo pull your insides out. You hiss in pain and he laughs. 


‘Are you ready?" he asks. 
You dont want to ask "Ready? " Was that you? 


He bares his fangs in a smile. "Are you ready?" Claws dig into your face and the blood drips down you neck, pooling 
at your shoulder. "Are you ready?" he repeats and leans in for a kiss, his fangs bared. 


The drone of an engine and Slash stared up at white. Stark white as far as the eye could see and he let his 
gaze wander down, hitting a dull bump before sliding down faux wood paneling. The bus, his mind supplied, as he 
tried to clear the fog from his drug-induced dreams. 


Duff whined beside him, an arm lashing out to smack Slash's chest and a leg kicking his shin. 


"Duff!" Slash hissed, pushing at Duff's shoulder. "Stop it!" Duff lashed out again and Slash pushed harder. 
"DUFF!" 


"Mmm?" Duff lifted his head and looked over at Slash. He blinked and let himself drop back to the pillow. "Hey," 
Duff sighed. 


"Hey" Duff rolled towards Slash, his right arm landing on Slash's stomach as he rested his cheek on Slash's 
chest. "Duff?" 


"Mmm." 


"Those dreams you told me about?" Slash paused, waiting for the answer that didn't come. "Could you tell me 
them again?" 


Duff rubbed Slash's side. "Not much to tell, you know?" 


"I think you were having one, again" 
Duff shrugged. 

SR 

"Motherfucker! Let go of my leg!" 


Slash winced in pain while Duff just grinned. Only Axl could get that kind of a piercing shriek. „And to hear it 
through door, too.. 


Duff pushed himself up. "I'm going to go check on the guys, ‘kay?" 


Slash sighed. "Okay, man" He settled into the pillows and tried to remember what Duff had said months ago. 
Something about a shadow, Slash knew, but what else? 


Duff left the door open as he left the room and Slash pulled himself away from his musing to watch as long 
legs wandered their way up to the front of the bus. Axl whacked a giggling but still firmly grounded Steven 


with a rolled-up newspaper. "I said let go!" 
"Hey guys," Duff greeted. "What's up?" 

"Oh, nothing. Just a fuckhead who thinks he's—" 

"Holy fucking SHIT!" the driver screamed and the world slammed to a stop. 


The world shuddered; it slid; it tilted and swung to the side. Slash's head rebounded off paneling and slammed 
into a table on its way to the floor. Stars burst behind his eyes and glass shattered on top of him as a 
window gave in. Brakes screamed and tires squealed but one voice managed to rise above everything. 


"MOTHERFUCKER!" 
A lamp socked Slash in the gut and he rolled with it, heading for a corner. 


With one final lurch, the bus stilled, with only the hiss of the radiator and the clunk of a broken air- 
conditioner to say that it had just been running. 


Slash curled in on himself, clutching at his head. "Fuck." he breathed. He felt a poke at his side and he cracked 
open one eye. Izzy peered down at him, his hat gone and his hair for once out of his eyes. "You okay, man?" 


Slash asked. 


Izzy nodded, swallowed and nodded again. "Figured that the safest place was back here," he muttered. "Too many 


windows up front, man..." He crawled towards the door. Slash grimaced and followed him. 


"Oh, fuck me..." Axl moaned, rubbing his leg. "Fuckfuckfuck.." He leaned back onto the couch and pushed his hair 
out of his eyes, glancing over at the still crawling Izzy and Slash. "Everyone okay?" 


"I am, man. You?" 

"lll live." 

Steven peered out from beneath the table, his hands in a deathgrip around its leg. "What the fuck was that?" 
Slash shook his head and continued to the driver's seat. "Hey, man, you okay? You okay, man?" 
Axl leaned over the other side of the seat. "Wake up." 

"Nggh?" The driver slowly lifted his head. 

"You okay?" Slash repeated. 

"What happened?" Axl asked, stepping on Slash's question 

"Kid," the driver said, shaking his head. He pulled at his hair. "Kid in the road." 

Axl glanced over at Slash. "There was a kid in the road?" 

"Did we miss him?" Slash asked. Izzy popped up beneath Slash, staring at the driver too. 

The roadie shrugged and slumped in his seat. "I don't know." 


And then Steven piped up from the back. "Hey, where's Duff?" 


Chapter Four 


Author's Notes: 
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He's here again, standing together with you. You cant see him, but you know he's there-you can hear him breathe. 


You hide in the corner and hope he won't notice you, covering your face lke a child Only one light shines in the 
room, a spotlight in the dark, and he sways towards if. 


He inches into the light, his body slowly appearing from the darkness. It's the first tme you've ever seen him whole. 
Dark leather wings glide along the floor, followed by clawed feet and a tail unwrapping from his legs His wings 
scrape a bit on the ground and he picks them up, spreading them behind him, high over his head Blue sik swirls 
around his knees and you follow it up to the long black hair, up to his red, red eyes 


Red eyes that, for once, arent focused on you and you sigh in relef. You let one hand drop to your side but jerk 
it back when you hear the splash You stare down into a bowl of water and see blond reflected back 


Blond? 

‘Are you ready?" 

"Ready?" you don't ask. 

He laughs. "To die." He tilts his head fo the side and smiles, holding out his clawed hand "Are you ready?" 

Fully in the spotlight, he moves to the outer edge and it follows him. He touches a wall, scrapes a nail down in until 
he hits a mess of cords and outlets. With a jerk of his hand, he pulls everything out and the beeping that you 
hadn't noticed before stops. He climbs up on a nearby bed (had it been there before?), curling himself around a 
rail-thin body, stroking its light brown hair. "Are you ready?" he asks again 


The answer is not yours. "Yes." 


Curious despite your better judgment, you take a step closer. Hs head snaps up and he snarls, fangs bared, leaps fo 
his feet and lunges. 


Light flood the room, blinding, and he screams 


The bed jerked beneath Slash and he pulled awake. "Whatsit, dude?" Duff was sitting up, his chest heaving and 
his face whiter than the sheets on top of him. Slash scrubbed at his face and grabbed Duffs hand, releasing 
its grip on the blankets. "Hey, dude." He smiles. "You're alive." 

Duff glanced over at Slash, as if finally noticing him. "Alive?" 

"You're at the hospital, dude." Duff stared. "Don't you remember?" 

" Remember?" 

"You, uh, went through a window, dude." 

" What?" 

"Of the bus." Duff swallowed, his hand rising to his arm. "But you're all right, man! Dont worry! ... That's just, 
you know, the weird part." Slash glanced at Duff from beneath his curls, his eyes wide. "Not, you know, that | 
wanted you to, you know, break a leg or your spine or anything, you know-" 

The room's door slammed into the wall as a petite nurse scuttled into the room, clipboard at the ready. She 
stared at the various machines around the room, tapped one with a pencil and frowned. She pressed her hand 
against Duff's leg. "Does this hurt?" 

Duff shook his head. "No..." 


She moved upward. "Does this hurt? This? This?" Duff shook his head each time. "Does anything hurt?" 


‘Obviously not," a new voice cut in. Axl strode into the room, carrying two cups of coffee. "I fold you he was 


fine." 


"Axl!" Duff yelped, trying to stand to give the redhead a hug. One glare from the little nurse and he stayed 
put. 


"Hey, Duff," Axl greeted with a smile and flopped himself down into a chair beside Slash. He handed Slash the 
second cup of coffee as he sipped from the first. "You feeling okay there, man?" As Duff nodded, Axl waved 


his hand at the nurse. "You want to move on? I'm sure there's other stuff to do." 
She growled at him, "I'll be back with the doctor," and stomped out of the room. 


Duff smiled an apology at her back and settled back into the pillows. "I'm fine, apparently, you know?" He 


paused. "Everyone else...?" 


Slash set his cup on the nightstand. "Everyone's fine, dude. Izzy's outside somewhere-" 


"He wanted a cigarette," Axl interrupted. "Fucking hospitals." 

Slash grinned. "And Stevie's off sleeping." 

‘In a very weird position. How hegot into those chairs the world may never know." 

"So," Slash started, "everyone's—" 

"Fine," Axl finished. "Everyone's fine.” 

"That's..good. That's good, you know? So, uh..how did | go through a window?" 

Slash and Axl stared at him. "The accident, man," Slash said. "We were in an accident." 

Duff's eyes went wide again and Axl added to Slash's statement. "There was a kid in the road." 
"A kid?" 

"We, uh.." Slash concentrated on his folded hands on the bed. "We hit him, man" 

Axl summarized. "We hit him, we killed him, we-" 

"Killed?" Duff's hand covered his mouth. 

Slash glared at Axl. "The front of the bus missed him, but..the back" 

Duff stared at Slash. "Oh my God.” 

Axl took a sip of his coffee. "And now thanks to that suicidal fuck, the cops are on our ass." 
Slash shook his head. "Barbie swears that the kid darted out in front of him, his arms out like he-" 
"Wanted to die," Axl finished. 

"us to hit him," Slash compromised. 

Duff glanced between the two of them. "..Who's Barbie?" 

Slash shook his hair back. "The guy that was driving.’ 

"The guy that replaced John? But | thought his name was Ken?" 


Axl snorted. "It is." 


"Oh." Duff looked away, turning his face towards the far window. 
Slash sighed and leaned back in his chair. "It's all so fucked up man.. 


A knock at the door and all three of them sat upright. The visitor didn't wait for permission to enter, opening 
the door wide. Slash couldn't help the extra beat his heart took at the sight of the police uniform. 


"Mr. Rose," the officer said, nodding. Axl sneered at him but the cop ignored it, turning to Slash. "Mr. ..uh.." He 
turned to Duff. "Mr. McKagan" He took out a pen and a notebook. "If you're feeling well enough now, would you 
like to give your statement?" 


"Luh." 


"He doesn't remember anything," Axl said to the air, sitting back in his chair and folding his arms. The officer 


ignored him again. "He doesn't even remember the bus crashing." 

"Mr. McKagan?" the officer tried again. 

Duff shrugged. "Axl's got a point, you know? Nothing's very, you know, coherent right now? It's-" 

"IIl take it from here, Officer Treeweiler," a voice commanded from the door. 

Officer Treeweiler looked skeptical but shrugged and left anyway. Probably relieved to wash his hands of the 
whole mess, Slash thought. Slash felt sorry for the poor man as he left, remembering just what Officer 
Treeweiler had to put up with to get the statements he had. 

The new policeman pulled up a chair next to Axl and sat down. "I'm Detective Brown and I'll be heading up this 
investigation," he said. Axl snorted and stared at the wall. "Nice to meet you. Now, Mr. McKagan, you were 
thrown out of the bus, correct?" 

Duff shrugged and then nodded. "I guess, you know...” 

"Thrown out of a bus with barely a scratch to show for it." 


"Is there a point to this?" Axl asked 


‘lm talking to Mc. McKagan if you please, Mr. Rose. You're going to need to be quiet. Now, were you having 


dreams—" 
"What did you say to me, you motherfucker?" 


"Shut up, Mr. Rose-" 


Axl jumped to his feet. "Ill fucking KILL you-" 
"Gentlemen, if you PLEASE!" Axl froze, staring at a tall newcomer in the doorway. "This is a hospital in case 
you've forgotten! That is my patient!" The doctor pointed At Duff who had gone white again. "Detective, | 


believe that you're agitating him. Could you please leave?" 


Detective Brown worked his jaw glancing between Axl and Duff, his fists clenched. Then he shrugged. "Yeah, 


sure." 

The doctor watched him leave before turning to Axl. "Please have a seat or leave. You're distracting." Axl 
flopped himself down into a chair, crossing his arms and glared. He got a brief nod for his pouting before the 
doctor grabbed the clipboard attached to the bed. "Now, | believe Nurse Caulthier said that you were 
experiencing no pain?" 

Duff nodded. "Hey, um, Doc?" 


"Doctor Bran" 


"Yeah, um, | am okay, right? | can, you know, go waterskiing or something? | don't have like a fractured 


collarbone or anything, right?" 

"It would be nice if you held off on the waterskiing for awhile-" 

"But he's fine," Axl cut in. "That's what you said yesterday. So he can go home." 

"He has been unconscious for the past two days-" 

"Two days?!" Duff stared at Slash. "Two days?" he mouthed. 

Another knock sounded at the door and Alan Niven poked his head around the corner. "Hello. I'm not 
interrupting, am |? No? Oh, good. Duff! You're looking good! Are you ready to be back on your feet? You got a 
gig tomorrow! Big day, big plans" 

"No," Axl said, "fuck you. Cancel it" 

"Cancel? Are you crazy? | can't cancel another one! You already-" 


"He just woke up!" 


"Axl, | cant cancel. You've got commitments, now! You can't cancel on whims anymore! And he looks healthy 


enough!" 


Axl shrugged. "Fine, don't cancel" Alan smiled. "But | think you're going to have a very bad time without a 
FUCKING BAND!" 


"Please, be reasonable here! You only have three more concerts! Just three morel That's all | ask!" 


"l'Il play." Four sets of eyes focused on Duff and he glanced at everyone of them. "What?" Slash grabbed Duff's 
hand and battened down for the shitstorm. 


Axl's hands fisted. "Duff-" 

"That's a good boy-" 

"| STILL HAVEN'T RELEASED HIM!" 

"Well, why the FUCK NOT?" Axl screamed. "You said there was nothing wrong with him but you wanted your 
fucking ‘overnight' observation to make sure you got your fucking paycheck this week! Well, you got it, you 
motherfucking leech! Now, he's fine and we're taking him home because I'm not fucking leaving him here with 
you slimeballs, and your bitch-ass nurses, and your-" Axl seized his coffee cup and hurled it into the wall, 
"nasty FUCKING COFFEE! Now release him or I'll SUE your ass!" 

Duff tightened his grip on Slash's hand. Slash hissed and pried himself loose. 

"Jesus Christ, Axll" Alan screamed. “Throw a hissy-fit right in the hospital why don't you?" 

The doctor calmly set the clipboard back on the bed. "I believe you'll find the necessary papers at the front 
desk. Please watch your blood pressure, Mr. Rose. I'd hate to have you as a patient." He closed the door quietly 


on the way out. 


Axl snorted. "Thanks, Doc." He glanced down at Slash and Duff. "You two ready to go? Apparently we have a gig 


tomorrow." 


For the first time in a long time, your dreams are you own No shadows, no pressing hands, no strange faces. Just 


you and your guitar and sometimes one blond bassist. 


Slash slid into consciousness, his eyes cracking open to stare up at the white ceiling of another nameless hotel. 


Duff sighed beside him, rolling over onto his back to stretch. He smiled at Slash. "Good morning." 


Slash glared at him. "Why are you always so fucking happy when you wake up?" 


"Just lucky." Duff rolled on top of Slash. "And somebody's got to be perky in the morning to make-up for your 


lazy ass." 


"Hey, you twol" a voice yelled, pounding at the door. "Time to GET UP! You've got to be on stage in two hours! 
FUCK! Does anyone have a key to this door? Somebody find me a key!" 


Duff blinked down at Slash. "So much for morning." He grinned and shoved Slash off the bed. 
"Fuck!" 


"Wake-up, sleeping beauty," Duff laughed and jumped off the bed himself. "We're up!" 


Chapter Five 


Author's Notes: 
Yes, | know | haven\‘t updated in a long time. 


Shoved through the black curtain, Slash stumbled over cables on the dark stage. He cursed and glanced around, 
wondering which side he was on He stared out into the void in front of him, only to be pushed back by a wall 
of sound He stepped backward and toppled over an amp. Strong hands gripped his shoulders and jerked him 
upright as lights flooded the stage. 


Slash flinched at the blinding whiteness and cowered as the crowd's roar swelled to desperation. He here went 


again. 


A lone roadie screamed an intro, rising over the noise with electronic assistance, and then came Axl, his air 


raid siren punching through everything else. Slash closed his eyes and hit the first chord of the Jungle. 


And everything just stopped existing. All except the music that flowed like sweat off his fingers, that dripped 
over his guitar, matting his clothes to his body. He threw back his head and lived. 


It ended all too soon as Axl ended with a scream and the drums stopped thumping but Slash kept playing, even 
as Axl started his introductions. The fire in his fingers was burning too hot to stop. The stage lights dimmed 


as one spotlight focused attention on Axl's meanderings across the stage and Slash hid in the darkness, 


dreading his turn to smile and nod. 
And what if Axl asked him to talk again? 


He took a shot of liquid courage and dared a look at the crowd. A sea of faces stared back, stretched out over 


the horizon, and Slash retreated under his hat. 


"Look," a voice hissed. Slash jumped, turning to the backstage. A roadie yards away cocked his head in question 
Slash shook himself and turned back to his guitar. 


"And OVER HERE," Axl boomed, striding from Izzy to Slash, "We have the-" 
"Look!" the voice whispered again and Slash swallowed, staring out over the crowd. "Good boy. 
He jumped again when Axl touched his shoulders, running long fingers along his back. Axl pulled him into a one- 


armed hug and finished yelling at the crowd. He lowered his microphone, leaning towards Slash's ear. "You all 


right, man?" 


Slash nodded and twanged his guitar before inventing a new melody to soothe his nerves. If the Jack was 


making him hear things, Slash was quitting tomorrow. 


Axl pulled gently on Slash's hair, "It's So Easy," he whispered and walked back to center stage. "YOU PEOPLE," he 
screamed to the crowd, "make it just so FUCKING EASY!" The crowd roared back and they were off again 


One song slid into another and Slash only realized the different songs from the way his body shook to the 
drums, the change in his pulse when the beat shifted. His fingers ranged over the fret board, not caring if 
they hit the right chords or not; he was making it up as he went along. 


When Axl's air raid slowly faded and the bass stopped pounding, Slash kept going. If he didn't think about it, this 


segment of the show wore on his nerves better. 


He slid to the bottom of the strings, wringing the piercing high notes of the Les Paul, making it sing with no 


lyrics necessary. 


A hip bumped his and Slash heard the low thud of Duff's bass joining him. The two guitars matched pace and 


equaled out, completing each other in a new song. 


Slash glanced up with a grin, but Duff's attention was elsewhere, lost in the crowd. Slash followed Duff's gaze 
and felt his blood drain. 


The stage lights were blinding, small suns, yet, despite their glare, Slash could make out a face. A man's face 
staring back him, oozing and seeping downward as it own features refused to hold shape. His white skin peeled 


in flakes, showing a new skin underneath and round eyes began to slant. 

And Slash started to shake. His eyes locked with the creature's, unable to look away. 

A guitar crashed into the floor, the amps screaming with the feedback. Slash looked down at his own empty 
hands, and down farther to the discard Les Paul. The crowd, silent after the piercing feedback, roared back to 
life. 


Slash stared out at the crowd and felt his lungs seize, the air freezing in his body. His hands clenched and his 
throat tightened. 


His guitar thrust itself back into his hands and still staring, Slash began to play. He shook harder and closed his 
eyes, focusing on the melody Izzy had begun to play in his absence, joining in. 


When he dared open his eyes again, the creature was gone. Duff, no longer staring at the crowd, stared at 
Slash. Slash tossed his head back and turned away. Axl, reappearing from the backstage, began to scream 


about the Nighttrain. 


Slash could swear that it was only ten minutes later when he finished the last chord of "Paradise City. 


wauw 


The stage refused to behave the way stage should, rolling and swaying as Slash tried to walk. He stumbled 


along, tripping over the smooth floor and his own feet. Duff's long arms, enveloped his body. "You saw him too: 
Slash ignored him, focusing on the long walk to the limo. 


Axl, the first one in the car, sighed, and settled into his seat, rubbing at his throat and grabbing a bottle of 
water. Steven, next in, curled up against the window and Izzy slid in next to him, staring out. Duff flopped onto 
the seat and dragged Slash down with him. 


Slash laid his head back against the seat and pretended the world didn't exist. 
Too soon, the hotel staff was opening the door and ushering the band inside their building. Izzy broke off from 
the group first, selecting a dark haired groupie for the night, while Axl wandered off looking for his current 


flame. Steven plopped himself down in the lobby in between four blondes and grinned up at Slash. 


Slash waved him off and shuffled his way to the elevator. He stabbed at the arrow button as the left over 
girls swooped in for the kill. 


"Hi," Duff said at the converging groupies. "I like the stripes." He pointed at a girl's skirt. 
"You want it?" she replied, reaching back to unzip. "It's yours." 


Duff grinned. "Nah, you keep it. I'm sure it wouldn't look so good on me." He turned to another girl. "Are those 
real?" The other girls tittered as he widened his eyes. 


And the elevator opened none-too-soon Slash fell into it, stabbing at any button he could reach. Duff stared 
back at the lobby doors, "Hey is that Nikki Sixx?" 


"What?" The girls turned and Duff ducked into the elevator with Slash, closing the doors. 


‘Oh, | guess not." Slash huffed a laugh under his hair. Duff smiled and leaned against the wall. "Hey, Slash? 
„Why did you push all the buttons?" 


Slash shrugged. "Couldn't find the right one." 


The door opened eight times on the wrong floor before finally making it to floor 12. Duff steadied Slash as they 
tilted out into the hallway. Slash fumbled for the keys in his jeans, before giving up and stealing the ones out 
of Duff's pocket. 


Inside, Duff dumped Slash on the bed and headed for the bathroom. Slash stared at the ceiling, wondering what 
he was doing, before sitting up. He leaned over the bed and grabbed Duff's suitcase, flipping it open to rifle 
through the contents. He reached the rolled up sock in the bottom, pulled it out, and shoved the rest of the 


case onto the floor. 


He dumped the socks contents onto the bed. ".Not too much left," he muttered, grabbing the needle. He heard 
Duff singing as he tightened the band around his arm, heard the door creak as the needle pierce his skin, and 
heard Duffs growl as the drug hit his veins. 


"Fuck, Slash, that better not be-" Duff grabbed the sock off the bed "This is my sock! Damn it, you know? Did 
you leave any for me-" he grabbed the empty baggie. "Fucking HELL, Slash! You could have left, you know, a 
little! You know? Dude!" 


Slash smiled and slowly closed his eyes. "Mmmm." 


"Slash." 


wouw 


Your guitar is in your hands and youre playing better than Jimi Youre a legend, a millionaire, a true rock n' roller. 


Then the whispers start. "Youre not supposed to be here." It echoes around you. "Where's the other one?" And the 
facade is ripped away. 


He reaches through your dreams to your throat, pulls you down into the void You see his face-cold inhuman 


beauty and he snarls. "Change of plans." 
He forces you down into the water, no air to fill your lungs, you life flashing before your eyes- 


And you drown, 


Chapter Six 


Slash bolted awake, gulping down the sweet air. 
"Jesus, man! Like, fucking DUDE!" 


Slash chocked in mid-gasp and he skittered backwards to the headboard, staring straight ahead at the stranger 
on his bed. He glanced over to see Duff sitting next to him, blankets pulled up to his chin, wide-eyed. 


Slash turned back to the man, staring at the stringy black hair and wide brown eyes. "Dude, man," the stranger 
continued, "like holy fucking shit! Warn a guy!" 


Duff swallowed, ". Sin?" 

Slash stared at Duff. "Sin?" 

"Yeah," the man answered. “Jesus, man, | just leaned over to see if you were alive and you tried to kill me!" 
"Dude," Duff asked. ".What are you doing here?" 

"Did you hear me?" Sin demanded. "I said he wasn't breathing! 

"Sin" Slash snapped, his brain starting to piece back together. "What the fuck are you doing in our room?" 


Sin glared, muttered "..not breathing.." and pulled a baggie out of his back pocket. "I've got some high end shit 


for you." 

Slash blinked, shook his head, and blinked again. 

"You came here.." Duff wondered aloud, "..to sell us drugs?" Sin shrugged. "How did you get in?" 

"| picked the lock." 

"Oh," Duff said. "Why?" 

"Jesus, you're slow in the morning!" Sin shoved the bag into Duff's hands. "Here, fake this. Free of charge." 

" Free?" 

"Yeah, free. The cops know | have it and I've got to dump it. Consider it a complimentary gift for being such 


good customers." Sin jumped to his feet. "Now, I've really got to go-" he checked his watch- "cause I've got to 


be out of the state by noon." 


Duff wrinkled his forehead as Sin slipped out the door he'd let himself in through, vanishing into the hotel 
hallway. Duff turned to stare at Slash. 


Slash shrugged and settled back into the bed. "Fucked if | know, man." 


nw 


Slash stared at the TV, watching the bouncing tits. The woman they belonged to kept blathering on about 


something or another, but Slash didn't really care. He'd rather be watching another channel. 
"Wow," Duff said. "Did you hear that? They had to evacuate an entire hospital.” 

Izzy, sitting next to Slash, muttered, "Jesus fucking Christ." Duff rolled his eyes. 

"Duff," Slash reasoned, "nobody really wants to watch this.. Not even you." 

"Axl does," Duff said, pointing at the pacing bandmate in question 

"Axl's on the phone.” 

"lm not changing the channel, Slash." 


"In other news," the tits continued, "there is still an ongoing investigation over the apparent suicide of a Des 


Moines teenager. Police say the rock and roll fan jumped in front of an oncoming tour bus-" 


The tits died as Axl stalked past, holding the power cord in his hand. "Jesus, even the local news media knows 
more than you people do!" He tossed the cord to the side and headed for the door. "Yeah, | heard your name, 
but | told you to talk to Detective Brown! It's like you people can't communicate with each other! What do you 


mean you don't know who l'm talking about! His name was Brown" Axl slammed the door behind him. 


Duff stared mournfully at the remote while Slash turned to Izzy and laughed. "Well!" He laughed again and 
stared back at the dark TV. And stared. He slanted a glance at Izzy. 


"I'm not getting up," Izzy said 

Slash turned to Duff. Duff cocked his head, shrugged and threw the remote over his shoulder. Slash watched 
it go before he realized what Duff was pulling out of his pocket. He grinned when Duff held it up. "Hey.." Slash 
drawled. 


Duff opened the baggie and leaned over Slash's lap to Izzy. "Want some, l2?" 


Izzy licked his finger and dipped it in, coating his fingertip with the white powder. He pulled his hand back to his 
lips, popping the whole finger in his mouth. He blinked. Swayed. And fell over, slamming into the floor. 


Duff stared down at the prone body. "Izzy?" 
"You all right, man?" Slash asked. 


Duff frowned but shrugged. "Maybe he's just tired, yeah? From the gig-sometimes | just give so much, | can't 
even get my dick up, you know?" Duff nodded. "Yeah, that's probably it" 


Slash shrugged and dipped his own finger in the powder, bringing it back to lick gingerly. The floor met him 


midway and somewhere, Slash could swear he heard a bell ringing. 


His legs..were wet. Why? Slash looked down, screamed, and screamed again. Long sticks were strapped to his 
feet and he was hydroplaning over what looked like a very deep fucking lake. Slash tried to look up, but couldn't 
because of the hair whipping into his eyes. He tried to bring his hands up to push it out of his eyes, but they 
seemed to be glued in front of him. "What the fucking FUCK?" 


"Hi, Slash!" Slash looked beside him at Duff, waving and smiling, on his own set of water-skis. "It's a Zen 


experience, man! Just experience it!" 


Slash followed the rope Duff was hanging on to, to find Izzy, up ahead, driving the boat. Izzy stared back at 


Slash, waving his hands. "Where the fuck are we?" Izzy screamed. 


And then the lake was gone, replaced by a wide open sky over a large expanse of farms. The skis were gone, 
replaced by soft pink slippers. Slash stared at his arm, clothed in pink on the stone window sill and stared out 
the window and down. He screamed and backpedaled to trip over his own pink skirt. "This is fucking, fucked-up! 
Fuck!" 


"You're telling me." Slash glanced over to see Izzy in a black dress standing in a corner. His hair was braided 


into a crown. 

Slash grabbed the mounds of pink taffeta, gathering them up in a bunch to stumble to his feet. 

Out the window, from a long way down, a voice wafted up "Slashy, oh, Slashy, let down your raven curls!" 
Slash stalked to the lone window and yelled down to Duff: "Fuck youl” 

The pink taffeta turned black, lengthening out into a guitar. Slash stared at it, and let go, letting the apparent 


strap hold it to his body. He stared forward to Izzy standing at the microphone and further still to the dark 


expanse of..ch fuck. Those were people. 


"Metallical Metallical" the crowd chanted. 


Duff from the side, yelled at Izzy. “James! Sing, damn it! Now's not the fucking time to be shy!" He pointed out 
at the crowd. 


And ripping through the crowd came the monster, picking up fans and tossing them to the side as if they 
were paperweights. It jumped on stage, spreading it's black wings, tossing Izzy aside with its whipping tail and 
seizing Duff, ripping the bass off from around his neck. 


Duff screamed and covered his eyes. 
Slash slammed his new found guitar onto the creature's back, gaping when the guitar broke in half. The 
creature turned, red eyes burning into Slash's mind and Slash felt his body freeze. And a microphone stand 


smashed into the creature's face. Izzy pulled back, using the stand like a baseball bat and hit again 


Slash panted and stared at the prone creature on the stage. 


Izzy grabbed Slash's hand, dragging him over to Duff, grabbed Duff's hand and dragged them both to the 
backstage. The stumbled down the stairs. 


And ran into a bar. Duff freed himself and walked up to shake hands with a guy in a dress on the bar stage. 
Slash stared. "Is that Johnny Thunders?" 
Izzy nodded, staring too. 


Tables flew behind them, splintering against the far wall. "This is not according to the plan!" The creature 


roared, whipping his tail against the liquor shelves. "Why can you humans never follow the plan?" 
Duff, standing on the stage, cocked his head. "Plan?" 
The creature snarled and pointed a clawed finger at Izzy. "You're not supposed to be here!" 


And then they were all sitting on pillows, staring at a map on the table. The creature ripped off his feathered 


helmet, his red eyes wide. "It was too strong...” 


Duff, at the head of the table, slapped his hand down on the map. "We will follow the plan! Sun Jiang will route 


"Enough of these games!" The monster grabbed Duff again, holding him up against the top of the tent. 
"Enough!" Slash grabbed the creature's reptile tail, holding on and trying to yank the monster off-balance. The 


creature growled and used his free hand to reach for Slash's face- 


And turned into dust on the table. 


The dust swirled with sand into the sky on the lonesome beach, flying out over the water. In the background, 


people screamed and a tidal wave crashed over them all. 


Slash jerked awake. "Nol" He stared around the room, at the blank TV screen, at Izzy and Duff sleeping beside 
him on the floor. "Oh, what the fuck..?" He scrubbed at his face. He closed his eyes and sighed. "I've got to see 
a therapist..." 


Slash grimaced as he noticed his short were wet, plastering against his thighs. He sighed and hoped that he'd 
merely knocked over Axl's glass of water on his way to the floor. That would be better than possibly sitting in 


a puddle of someone's drool-possibly his own. He sighed again and dared a glance beside him. 


The creature stared back with his slanted red eyes, his almost human mouth twisted in rage. "Hi," he said and 
sunk his claws into Slash's throat. 


